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And her bright fiery heart the traveller's lamp
That makes all shadow clear as its own light.

Enter from the vaults the QUEEN and DARNLEY.

Queen. Here come the wind and stars at once on us j
How good is this good air of that full heaven
That drives the fume back of the sepulchres
And blows the grave away!    Have no more fear ;
These are no dead men.

Darnley.         .            Nay, I fear no dead;

Nothing I fear of quick or dead but God.
Shall I not go before you ?

Queen.                               Not a foot

See you, my friends, what valiant hearts are here,
My lord's and mine, who hardly have crept forth,
In God's fear only, through the charnel-house,
Among the bones and skulls of ancient kings
That thought not shame to stand for stumbling stones
In their poor daughter's way, whose heart had failed
But that his hardier heart held up her feet
Who even if winds blew did not shrink nor shake
For fear of aught but God.    The night is kind,
And these March blasts make merry with the moon
That laughs on our free flight Where stand your steeds ?

Arthur Erskine.    Madam,  hard  by in shadow of

the stones ;
Please you, this way.

Queen.                      I will to horse with you.

Darnley.    No, but with me.

Queen.                                   It is not my good will.

Bide you alone, and safer.   Friend, your arm.